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I shall relate to you the story of a chosen one; 

A tried and troubled man, 

His label in the human world 

Was Ira Jay; 

He lived in simple solitude 

Not far from here, 

Where moss now grows and trees stand tall; 

To superficial eyes 

It seemed a paradox, 

For Ira was a handsome one; 

A fellow young and fair, still strong in bone and brawn; 
He could have charmed the caution out of any friend, 
But, alas, 

A hole of utter black was in his heart, 

And why? 


He’d fallen from the Throne of Joy 

And could not climb back up, 

And though, at times, 

He did seem full of glee and happiness, 

His inner deep was crying with a sharp, tormented voice, 
Always longing for a thing remote, 

A nameless object which it once had lost 

And only could remember in unworded guise. 

A forest pond without a floor, 

Such was his state of mind; 

You could have thrown into it all the treasures of the world, 
And still it would be bottomless and discontent. 


Look, my precious student, 

Nothing is left of his self-built retreat! 

But do not conjure up a far-flung past; 

His lonely dwelling was a modest one; 

The space it occupied was soon made green 
By all the life enfolding it 

When Ira left; 


The nature he adored 
Never was a frozen set; 


On and on it goes, 

And changes and transforms 

Along the way, 

And so did he; 

The change came creeping like a gentle tide, 
And, over time, 

The wound afflicting him was closed, 

And where the gash had been, 

A lovely, nameless flower grew. 


But listen to my solemn words; 

It was because of his insistent seeking; 
All the hidden toil and hurt, 

And not because the world revolves. 


* 


Envision what his shack was like; 

A lonely lamp; a candlelight, 

Glowing on a shelf above his muddled bed, 
And there he lay in quiet pose, 

In rumination of his building fate, 

While gazing through a tainted glass 

Into the coming of another night; 

The lapis dark where trees stood shivering 
Below the myriads of by-gone stars. 


He lay alone, or so he thought, 

Surrounded only by the faded eyes 

Of wooden boards, 

And waves of painful feelings came assailing him, 
Like warriors determined to exact defeat; 

There was but desolation all around, 

But loneliness and utter homelessness, 

Or so it seemed; 


He felt a long-lost émigré, 

An exile having almost, but not quite, 
Forgotten his ancestral house; 

He had but one remaining shield 
Against the fiery dark, 

Against the blaze of black 

Around his burdened mind: 

A long unyielding mental stance: 


“No surrender — no surrender shall there ever be, 


No surrender shall they get from me.” 


But even this was wearing thin, 
For mere persistence cannot last; 


The ember of his soul would not survive 
In such a tempest of December gloom; 
What could he do? 


It may be obvious to us, 

But it was not to him; 

The real issue Ira Jay would have to face was this: 
That he, involuntarily, and yes, unknowingly, 

Had closed his mind; 

Had quenched the thirst of former times 

By drinking in Lethean realms, 

And hence, he did not see what really was 

In front of him; 

The possibilities, the glaring hints; 

The shining marvels and the stunning mysteries, 
The cosmos and the path ahead; 

His gaze was fixed on cloth and crust 

And mortal ways, 

And like the gaze, the mind itself; 

Each movement of his eyes was strengthening the loop 
In which the neck of his tormented soul would break 
Upon the execution of his final act. 


The classical mistake was his as well; 
So simple, yet so terrible in consequence; 
To think that human innovations may reveal it all, 
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And in the hidden clasp above, 
The craters of the moon lay dim and veiled — 
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“The darkness of this world is killing me,” 

He said aloud, 

“No, not this body, but this mind; 

It’s slowly being strangled 

By breathing in the humdrum of the modern world; 
The land of former grace and charm 

Is in the state of ailing skin, 


Disfigured by obtrusive veins; 

The bloodvessels of highways, beating with the pulse of rush; 
Predestined people, moving to predestined dungeons — 
Passing by the deadly monuments 

To power and depravity; 

With blighted likeness to the Tree of Life, they stand, 
Mocking the ideas of ages gone, 

And over this accursed circus hangs the empty sky; 

A sky made empty by the minds below. 


They are but robots now, 

Machines — for sex and genes, 

Machines — 

On lanes of ignorance they made themselves, 
And now, they steer in loneliness; 


A space of death, 

Of fated, distant suns, 

Moving to a fated, distant place, 

Is their reward, 

No wonder that they rage and cry 

And try to run, 

But all they see are false resorts; 

They fight and kill for fantasies, 

Or flee into a haze of drugs; 

By way of havoc or of weed and crack, 
The god-abandoned ego tries to leave 
The misery and desolation of its own deceit. 


Alas, 

The cold mechanics of their inner life, 
The humans made themselves, 

And God, they left themselves; 


Oh, Aristotle, Marx and Freud, 

The damage you have done, 

You cannot see, 

For if you once had spirits, 

They surely must be dead by now, 

Incinerated into untold fragments 

By all the flames ignited by reductive schemes. 


He looked around and cried: 

“Capitulation to the low and mean, 

The victory of instincts and of beastly ire — 
The emptiness, the loneliness, the lack of hope; 


The lack of higher ground 

On which to place these feet of clay; 

The lack of higher ground; 

One must be strong to be perceptive in this world 
And stay alive; 

I feel the precious ember of my spirit weakening, 
I feel my higher dreams are flickering; 

Perhaps it shall prove true; 

That all this matter, all this world, 

Its current state, at least, 

Was not created by the highest Mind, 

But by a lesser, lacking Thing, 

Which either inadvertently or with intent 
Upholds this dreadful chaos of a Scene, 

Where lonely souls are forced to act, 

And where they may well perish, and must fight 
To find eternal freedom and progression yet again.’ 
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And, the moon was still a dark; 
Oh, so terribly invisible and dark, 
Yet there. 
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“Of what avail is life on Earth,” 

He said, 

“This wandering, this constant work, 

This grueling labor day and night, 

If we, and all we are, shall turn to dust 

And nothing more, 

And irrevocably be dead and gone? 

Is this I look at in the mirror nothing but a vehicle 

For chromosomes, for molecules and chemicals 

Of primal struggles; rivalry and breeding, lust and greed? 
Are those of longing and of decency and goodness doomed 
To reach for God, but ever fail? 

What of this wondrous universe, 

Now mirrored in the eyes of Man? 

Shall all its treasures prove to be a soulless waste, 
Destined to disintegrate and dissipate, 

Or to rewind and yet again explode; 

Pointless incarnations in a pointless cycle of laments, 

A wheel of splendid beauty, bound for nowhere, 

Forever turning ‘round its hub in nil and naught? 


What cold and heartless jokes our lives would be; 

As heartless as the screaming wheels of abattoirs, 
Where throats are slit and marrows sapped, 

And robots move in ignorance along predestined paths.” 


“No! I will not, cannot think such thoughts, 

I cannot bear them for a moment more,” 

He yelled into the freezing night. 

“Their images are killing me; 

Like looting armies in a war-torn land, 

They slowly choke the ember of my higher self, 
And wipe the little left of value in my recess out; 
The tiny, sparkling crystals from a distant place, 
Caught in this carcass of a human chest.” 
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His words beguiled the tendrils of my heart; 
And made a wave of brightness stir my limbs; 
I had been waiting for eternity 

To hear that statement from his bleeding lips; 
The sentiment precedes the stage 

Where in the dead of night, 

The climb to freedom starts. 


But he himself did not yet know; 

From where he was, he could not see 
The looming peak; 

He stood among the jagged rocks 

That drape the mountain’s shaded base. 
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“Where is meaning if there is no movement forward? 
Where is guidance I can trust among the countless lies? 
Where is a ladder which can bear the burden 

I have acquired on my endless journey? 


No answer he could hear was given; 

He only heard the pulling of a lightless hole, 

And so deprived of hopes and dreams; 

Burning in infernal flames, 

His vision sank below the surface of a salty stream, 
And of his voice became a tortured wailing; 

The bitter iron of the Night lay on him 


The carpet of his anguish, but his change as well. 
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My student, 

You may feel tempted to reject 

Such woe as I am showing you 

As follies of a few wretched souls, 
And move yourself above concern, 
And smile or laugh, 

But halt and look, and look with care; 


Such misery as his is inescapable 

For every member of the human race, 

It is the certain endpoint of all pride and wealth, 
And on the fortunate, such misery is thrown 
Before they age and turn to stone, 

For there can be no beaded, shining dawn 

Ere deep and frigid nights have shorn 

The land of heat and golden corn. 


Suffering; 

A gift disguised in pain 

Is what it often is, 

And though your suffering may be devised 
By mischievous and vile, 

The evil game can still be made a blessing 
If you refuse to be subdued 

And fix your gaze on distant stars. 
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Returning now to Ira Jay — 

His situation did look difficult, 

The peak impossible to ever reach, 

And for a time I did feel pressed to give a hand, 
Although, as you know all too well, 

It is a felony to interfere, 

And always detrimental to the parts involved. 


But then, 

As if ignited by a silent breath, 

A will arose in him 

To change and listen, 

Listen to music which he once had loved, 
And which he long had left in dust and dark, 


And hoping, maybe, 

For something in a faded memory, 

He gathered what he had of energy, 

And went to search for those unheeded symphonies, 
Those long-lost echoes of his former joy. 


At first he hearkened cautiously, 

Afraid of what the music might reveal 

Of sweet and terrible, abandoned lives — 

As if a stiff old tree, 

His inner deep was creaking in the sudden gale. 


But on the second day 

An ancient sap came bursting through, 
And suddenly, 

He felt his mind revive, 

As if the aural wind at last had lit a flame; 
Indeed, an ember deep within him 

Was brightly glowing in the newfound bliss. 
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Behold that energy of moments passed; 
A moon of new was born 

Above the cobalt trees; 

Just the slimmest shard of silver light, 
But, a moon no less, 

Was shining in the starlit sky. 
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“T must believe or die — 

Die from desolation, and — 

From sadness for the world — 

Die — 

From lack of sustenance, 

And maybe die a fool as well,” 

He gasped. 

“Such is the choice that I am facing; 
Call me weak, 

I call it strength; 


I will not yield to vicious forces, 
Pulling downward from their depths, 
I will not be engulfed and twisted 
Into a soulless, barren waste. 


I will not be an animal 

Without the dignity of animals, 

I will not be a beastly creature 

Without the seemliness of Nature’s beasts. 


No, no surrender to the shadows will there ever be, 
Not as long as any of the better me 
Is still alive.” 


He did not know it yet, 

But those avowals were his keys 

To freedom, 

And not a day too early did he gain them, 


His heart was nearly petrified, 
Like wood in which the sap has been replaced 
By loneliness. 


His fingers wiped away abandoned cobwebs, 
And pressed some flimsy buttons long disused; 


I know, 

It would be wrong to claim that widgets of technology 
Have always helped advance the human cause, 

But this, for once, 

Would be a blessing, 

A blessing of the purest kind. 


And so, at last, 

The music played, 

The music of a mind 
Forgotten by the listener 
And by the world at large, 


And Something sheltered him from rage and vice, 
And Something shrouded him in velvet clothes, 
And Something succored him and gave him rest, 
And split the darkness with its gleaming sword. 


It made a point for new ascent 

And drew a path for him to use; 

He found himself 

Treading the beginning of a distant place; 


A precipice was on his sunlit left, 


Another on his darkened right; 

And right before him lay a daunting ridge, 

He stopped and watched it apprehensively; 
The coming and the fading of the stones in fog, 
The moist and shiny minerals, 

The oily path, 

The spearheads of debris, 

The teeth of ruined cliffs — 


He trembled in the cold, 
He burned in flames of fear, 
He shivered in a wild excitement — 


And then, 
He started walking and did not look back, 


And so, he did surrender, but still kept his word; 
Surrendering to subtle whispers from a higher place, 
And not to the insistent pulling of the dim abyss. 
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Look at what I show you, friend, 
And listen to the notes of yore! 
What was the music to our Ira Jay 
But light? 


Light, as waves of tones and melodies — 
Light, and hope, 


And most importantly, 

A unicorn — 

whose mane his soul could cling to 

And whose wingéd hooves would free it — 
Oh Unicorn, oh stallion of the hidden skies, 
You are indeed a beam of light — 

Light, in which all walls shall melt and fall. 
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Look, how he scrambled, 

Up, up across that mountain of transgressions, 
While down below, his body slept, 

And hear — his lonely muttering; 


To find some comfort in the solitude 


Of mist and rock and looming clouds, 
He talked aloud, 
Discussing whether he was sane or mad, 


Then gradually, 
A motion picture from a life passed by 
Displayed before his weary eyes: 


“Vividly, the image lingers here within, 
Although I did not think I cared for it; 


A homeless in the street, 

In filth and rags, 

Singing for the cats and dogs, 

And for the people on their way to death, 
He halted me, 

And with a shaking finger raised, 

And with a strange, entrancing glance, 
Exclaimed: 

“You hurry past me every day, 

But don’t forget: 

On every door, I knock and wait; 
Whomever lets me in shall have the keys 
To Heaven and Eternal Life!’” 


The words kept echoing inside his mind, 
And for a reason half unknown 

He started sobbing like a boy, 

And tripped, 

And broke what still remained 

Of preconceptions, pride and spleen, 
Then hid his head between his knees 
And rocked and squealed in agony. 


Only with the greatest hardship did he rise again; 
He went on climbing up the ridge, 

Crawling in the rubble and the sticky mud, 
Lacerating hands and feet, 

Leaving stains of blood 

Upon the trail, 

But carrying a better heart. 
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And far above his body and the lapis trees, 
The quarter moon was beaconing from hidden depths. 
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“Mystery, where are you?” 

He cried out, 

Directing his diluted gaze 
Toward the clouds ahead. 
“Mystery, oh, Mystery, 

Come to me, 

Rescue me,” 

He yelled into the gray above, 
“Come to me, 

Save me from this vale I walk! 


I know, I was too closed, 

Too angry and too cold, 

But that was ere, in days now gone. 
Presently, I cannot be more humble 
Or I will sink into the ground. 

Nor can I be more open, 

Or I will rend my self apart. 


Mystery, I long for you, 

I wait for you, 

I would annihilate myself for you! 
So Mystery, if you are there, 
Consider me, and my appeal, 

And do not let me perish in a place like this!” 
Then, in the manner just portrayed, 
He stumbled on, 

Tears flowing to his fractured lips. 
All bloody, bruised all over, 

He kept on moving forward, 
Moving upwards; 

Slipping on the frosty rock; 


All fear had left him, 
Nothing mattered, 
Nothing mattered but his love ahead. 


* 


He had been moving for what seemed 
Eternity, 
When suddenly, 
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A different tone was audible; 
Another melody broke through the mist, 


And gray erupted into carmine red, 
Which slowly turned a yellow white, 
Shining with the ire of a rising star; 


A billion droplets shone with light, 
A billion starlets hovered in the placid air, 
And then the mist dispersed — 


He marveled at the views revealed; 
The lands that were both distant 
And immediate, 

Familiar and alien, 

Translucent and opaque; 


He saw a wood, a mile away, 

And suddenly, he saw the single leaves, 

And then, they too gave way, 

And nothing but uncanny visions stayed; 
Beholding them, he thought of glowing vapors, 
Rising, coiling, curling, 

Up from a heartening cup 

When seen in daybreak light. 


And then he saw 

A gleaming court amidst the flow, 
But as he gazed, it too dissolved; 
The grains of sand within the stone 
Were mountains in a distant age, 
And then a shore descending 

Into a hellish rage. 


A river shimmered through it all, 
A band of evanescence in the gloomy wood, 
It cast capricious patterns across the mansion walls, 


And in the air 
The rain was falling while the sun was shining, 
And stars were raining from the waning blue; 


The high abodes of splendid heavens aft 
Were flaring, glaring, showing through and blaring 
Wings were swarming, flickering and loudly roaring — 


13 


It seemed his brain was bursting, 
Booming with a mad illusion — 

The more he gazed, the more appeared — 
His mind could not contain 

The dark and dazzling things 

It bore within, 


And suddenly, a voice was heard — 

A cracking thunder in his tired head — 
He covered both his ears and kneeled, 
But still, it seemed to shatter and destroy 
Whatever he had left of sane ideas: 


“Tra, my son! 

I gave you this promise, 
That he who is looking 
Shall find in the end; 


I cast my white fire upon the stale world — 
Behold! I am watching it always and waiting, 
Expecting it one day to blaze! 


And then, I shall give you what no one has seen, 
What no one has heard and what no one has felt, 
And what has not ever to humans occurred.” 


He shivered and shuddered in spine and in brain — 
Was he plunged into oceans of crystal and cold? 
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And finally, 

The moon above the lonely shack 

Was nearly full, 

And in the wood, the trees cast shadows, 
Flowing like the writings of a thousand years 
Across the withered, putrid leaves; 

Ethereal light and worldly dark 

In passionate, bizarre embrace. 
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“My Mystery, my Mystery — 

Right here, right now, 

The universe, the Sacrifice, 

Is growing and expanding in your boundless womb! 


I hear you heartbeat and your murmuring, 
I feel your blood of life, 

Its oxygen, its nourishment, 

Within myself! 


Oh, Moment, you enchant me — 

What matters in my life compared to you? 
I gaze at you in nakedness 

While courage stays, 

And tremble — 

What matters but to worship you? 


Oh, Mystery, in fleeting clarity — 

Right here, right now, 

The universe is growing, 

Growing like a wood anemone 

In April’s light! 

Vast, unfathomable vast is it; 

What a wonder it must be to see, 

Its tender stems and verdant leaves, 

Its lilac petals and its ovaries; 

And what a wonder to be here just now! 


Perhaps I am a prying bee; 

I found a blessed flower when the field grew dark, 
I dip my tongue into the nectar of its pulsing heart, 
And with my flying, I shall help bring life 

To hidden seeds. 


My Mystery, beloved Mystery! 

Down in the ocean, all intensities are on the rise; 
The plankton and the silver fish are soaring, 
Towards the flicker of the pulling moon, 

And in the forest deep, 

Its light is beaming ancient paintings 

Upon the dormant soil; 

To which abode will I ascend? 

On which objective should I beam my gaze? 


I see the forms more clearly now, 

And like a mountain climber, 

Watching fog in dales below, 

I see the multitudes in senseless rush, 
The masses, worshipping 

The golden idols of their short-lived flesh. 
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‘Tis true that some, occasionally, ask: 
‘Where are the signs from God? 

Where is his mercy and his grace?’ 

But all the while, they live and walk 
Among the countless signs, 

Or trample on and tear them down. 
Such is the challenge constantly laid out; 
Love is only true 

If one has freedom to reject and hate. 


Then, as the trials grow, 

A lot of them fold hands and ask; 

They pray for betterment, for gifts and goods, 
But only few ask this: 

“When did I give, 

Not merely take and crave for more? 

When did I love 

And not just please myself? 


And hence, the mean and ignorant 
Keep trampling on their bitter selves; 


The ones who want the most 

Will get the least, 

And those who are enslaved by life, 
Will die in chains, 

And those who live in fear, 

Have reason to be fearful, 

‘For those who have no love 

Will not be loved, 

And those who have no trust 

Will be entrusted nothing.” 


And then, the night 
Was slowly coming to a close 
For Ira Jay: 


“My dear, entrancing Mystery, 

I do not want to leave you, 

I do not want to leave this state that I am in, 
I do not want to fall and sleep, 

I do not want this Music I am in to end. 


Oh, Mystery, 
If I could go with you at once, 
I would not vacillate, and not look back! 
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At last, this ember I have in me is ablaze; 
I do not want to suffer in asphyxia, 
I do not want to struggle in the house of gloom, 


But I suppose that dwelling may engender strength, 


Unless temptation makes me answer yes 
When Lucifer proposes peace and wealth. 
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And now, 

The moon was waning, irrevocably, 
And fading, too; 

The growing light of worldly day 
Was overpowering the lunar sheen, 
Signaling the desert of another noon; 


A deep and sweet simplicity 

Is not the mate of opulence; 

Never does the world of matter speak of less 
Than when the blazing sunlight seems to tell it all; 
The wall between the outcast and his royal love 

Is never more impregnable and vastly tall. 
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And so, as dawn was nearing, 

He saw the heavens closing to his longing eyes; 
The prison ceiling of opaquely blue 

Appearing in its frightful splendor yet again, 
And with despair and aching grief, 

He whispered to the waning sight: 


“This one relief is all I have: 

That I may find you for a second time 
When day is over and gives way to night, 
And just a shard of silver light 

Is shining on the moat and stone. 


It must be done; 

I must depart and walk the road, 

But when I strive to move uphill, 

Laden with the timber of the Tree of Life, 
And have my body pierced and spit upon, 
And gather insults from the boiling crowd, 
I will remember — 

Remember this uplifting sight, 
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And thus be rich! 

And when my mouth grows dry and stale, 

My heart shall find reprieve and rest 

By drinking secretly from your soft lips; 

By sipping from the memory of this tryst with you! 


And then, one night, I dream; 

My prayer comes true; 

I join with you, eternally, 

To be forever with my greatest love — 

My dear, enchanting Mystery! 

And every day will be a different one, 
And every day will be a better one, 

And every day will be a wandering 
Along the shining streams; 

The stars will be the sparkle in the forest creeks, 
The galaxies the leaves of lime and beech, 


And like the cosmos where no bounds apply, 

Our reveries and dreams will be; 

No more will matter be afflicting true ideas; 

No more will unities be split in two; 

We’ll be the dew on petals in the morning light, 

We’ll be the roots of innocence in soil and sand, 

We’ll be the mountain clad in snow and ice, 

And still be more; 

We’ll be the light which always hides in seeming dark.” 


* 


And now the moon was faint and white, 
Resembling a fragment of a human scull. 


* 


And then, my student, 

Ira spent some closing years 

Where moss now grows and trees stand tall, 
But with the Sacrifice within his heart. 


Rejoice! Rejoice! All wingéd ones! 

For when his years were done, 

He rose and left, 

To travel to his cosmic home; 

And his ancestral city would be shining less, 
Had not this child been lost and found. 
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Rejoice! Rejoice! All my fellows and friends! 
The abode of his longing was found in the end; 
He dines at the table his parents festooned, 

He walks with his love in the gardens of grace! 
Behold, oh, behold; 

Eternal redemption is finally his; 

He being her, and she being him; 

Eternal creation is placed in their grasp. 


Now hearken and wait for the Times to resolve! 
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